PROLOGUE

IN the year eighteen hundred and eighty-seve:
when colonial troops and statesmen had come to
London for the first time, in organised array, to
pay homage to the Throne, on the occasion of the
fiftieth anniversary of the accession of the Great
Queen - VICTORIA - a small boy played on the
lawn of a pleasant Hampshire home, with tin soldiers,
a drum, a gun, a bugle, and in fact the whole bag of
military tricks.

Not far distant lay the New Forest - the hunting
ground of monarch and guerilla, battlefield of
Roundheads and Cavaliers. Hurst Castle, a place
where the unlucky Charles once 'rested/ could be
seen in the distance, while Carisbrooke lay across
the narrow water. The guns at Spithead could be
heard - firing a salute. The Victory kept guard over
the far-flung ocean communications of the Empire
at Portsmouth.

Close .to the youngster sat two elderly gentlemen
in easy chairs, regarding with amusement the
tactical dispositions of the child, for they were his
grandparents. The elder of the two men had given

